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hear. "Mr. No-nian's been telling me of his walk with Enoch,
and I must hurry back to Glymes. He can get his tea, of
course—but he doesn't like to. He'll just put the kettle on and
linger about. I'll find him washing himself I expect—not having
a bath, you understand, but putting his head into a basin of
water, over and over again! He says he says his prayers while
he's doing that: I don't know what prayers, I'm sure; but
what he likes is for me to have tea ready when he's ready. I
wouldn't be surprised," and she gave a little forced laugh, for
the benefit also, he divined, of the girl upstairs, "if I got home
before six and began my tea well before you three are finished!
Good night, Wizzie dear!" and she raised her voice, "I'm off!
Goodnight, Mr. No-man!"
It was Jenny who helped her on with her hat and cloak; but
Dud met her eyes as she stood on the threshold.
"Listen!" she said, holding the front-door open. The old
mummer must have been announcing the entertainment for
that evening to a group of men in the High Street, and his
resonant actor's voice gave our friend a queer impression that
he too, and Nance—and all of them—were characters in a
play.
"I suppose the town crier," he thought, "announced the
execution of Mistress Channing in a chant just like that!" And
there came over him, as he and Nance lingered in the door-
way holding each other with their eyes, a strange feeling as if
all the buried generations of Dorchester were murmuring in
a low persistent monotone, "Pity, pity, pity, pity—none is
good, none is bad; pity, pity, pity, pity!"
It struck him as very queer, while he and Nance stood there.,
that he should be so reluctant to let her go. As he looked into
her face all his shrinking from her vanished away. That chant
of the pity of the generations seemed to turn her feeling for
him into something tender and precious, "all passion spent";
and he felt as if when once she was gone and he had to go up-
stairs with that unopened Bristol letter in his pocket he would
be leaving a protectress behind and plunging into a milie of
unknown peri.
"Good-bye—only for to-day—Nance! This is a beginning,
my dear, not an end!" Answering he knew not what when the
door was shut to some troublesome comment from Jenny, who
looked especially grim and caustic in her black dress, he fol-
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